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Mark Turbyfill 



END OF SUMMER 



For that a great weariness has come upon me 
Here in the remaining day of summer — 
And the over-grown yard a stagnant mood, 
Under the boughs the apples rotting, 
And the fading grasses forgotten of cutting — 
Suffer me to wag the tongue a little. 

Even as leans on the fainting evening 

the foliage withering, 
I am touched with a song of brown and of shadows, 
And of colors lingering. 
And I passed before a house of vines 
To hear a myriad of birds therein 
Crying, crying. 

A SONG OF GIVERS AND TAKERS 

Oh, pity them that receive, 

Them on whom are showered the gifts of men ! 

Once I gave a very little thing, 

And my life became as a great procession, 

As untouched beautiful music. 

But now I have known love; 

I have taken love's two hands, 

And the kindness thereof. 

Heavy is the heart at the harvest, 

The high-heaped measure. 

Oh, pity them that receive! 

[15] 



